




The Tngedte of 

Lies all within, and thcfe cxtcrnall manners 
Of laments are mcerely (hadowes to the vnfeene, 
Griefcthat fwells withYilcnce in the tortured foule ; 

And I thanke thee Kingtl\at not onely giueft 
Me caufeto \vaile>but teacheft me the way 
How to lament the caufe: lie begge one boone, 
Andthenbe gone,andtroubleyounomore. 

Bull, Name itfaireCoofin. 

Rich. Faire Goofc,why ? I am greater then a King: 
For when I was a king, my flatterers were then butfubiefh' 
Being now afubied, I haueaKingheere 
T o my flatterer ; beingf© great , I haue no need to beg. 
Bui. Yetaske. 

Rich . And (hall I haue it? 

Bui. Youfliall. 

Rich , Why then giue me leaue to goe. 

Bui. Whither l 

Ric. Whither you will, fol were from your fights. 

Bui. Goafomeofyouconuayhimtothetower. 
Rich. Ogoodconuay,conuayers are you all. 

That rife thus nimbly by atrue Kings tall. 

Bui. On Wadnefday next we folemnely let downe, 
Our Coronation 5 Lords prepare your fclues. 

Exeunt, Manet Weft. Carletll, Anmerlc. 
sAbbot. A woefull Pageant haue we heere beheld. 
Car, The woe’s to come; thechildrenyetvnbornc, 
Shall feele this day as fiiarpe to them as thorne. 

<sAum, You holy Clergiemen, is there no plot, 

To rid the Realmc of this pernitious blot ? 

Abbot. Before I freely fpeake my mind heerein, 

You iltall not onely take the Sacrament 
To bury mine intent, butalio to effed 

Whatcucrl flialihappento deuife: 
IleeyourbrowesaTcfull of dilcontent. 

Your heart of forrow, and your cies of teares: 

Come home with me to fupper, He lay a plot 
Shall (hew vs all a merry day. 



Richard the Second, 

Enter ftftufene, -with her attendants , ; 

fattwe. This way the King will come, this is the way 
XlTulm Cafcrrs iU crefted Tower, 

To whole flint bofome my condemned Lord 
I . doomde a Prifoncr by proud Bullmgbrooke, 
mere let vs reft, if this rebellious earth 
Haue any refting for her trucKings Qneenc, 

But loft, but lee, or rather, do not fee, 

My faire Role wither : yet looke vp, behold, 

That you in pitciemay ditfolue to deawi. 

And waih him frelh againe with true loue teares. 

Ah thou the mbideil where old Troy did Hand ! 

Thou mappe of Honour, thou King Richards toombe* 
And not King Richard: thou moil beauteous Innc, . 
Why Ihould hard fauourd griefe be lodged in thee* 

When triumph is become an Alehoufe gueft l 
EUh. Ioyne not with griefe, faire woman, do not fo, 

To make my end too hidden, learne good foule, 

Tothinke our forme^ftate a happy dreame, 

From which awafct, the truth of what we are, 

Shcwes vs but this : 1 am fworne (brother IweeteJ' 

To grimme N eceifitie, and he and I 

Will keepealeague till death. Hiethee toftra>tce t , y 

Auddoyfter thee m lome religious houfe; 

Our holy lines mud winne a new worlds Crcwne, 

Which our prophane houres here, haue thrown downe 
gmue* What is my Rtcharuboth in (hape and mind 
Transformd and wcakned ? hath Bullingbrooke 
Depofd thine intellcd ? hath he been in thy heart ? 

The Lyon dying thrufteth foorth his paw. 

And wounds the earth, if nothing cite, with rage, 
Tobeo’repowerd; and wilt thou Pupil-like 
Takethy correction, mildly kilfethe rodde, 

Audfawne on Rage with bace humilitie, 

Which art a Lyon, and a King of beafts? 

King, A King of beafts indeed, if aught butbeaft, 
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